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of tobacco darker than the rest.    That is Lattakia

tobacco.   Its success came curiously.

"One year the crop was so good the peasants had
more tobacco than they could sell, so they kept it
hanging on the rafters of their huts. The smoke from
their fires turned it black. The next year they mixed
this black tobacco with the new and sold it as fresh.
It was baled and despatched. Immediately the mer-
chants asked for more. The black tobacco was perfect.
The fame of Lattakia tobacco was soon established all
over the world. The peasants' trick brought them
gold/'

He turned to Farid. " On no account let that be a
lesson to you, my son," he said.

Late on my last afternoon in Lattakia I climbed with
the Sharifs to the great White Mosque, glittering high
above the city. Spread below us were the narrow
streets and murky alleys twisting through the body of
the town like arteries along a wrist. Fierce little noises
of activity from below fell faintly about our ears, and
we could see men and donkeys like ants hurrying about
the market and crawling through the dusty streets,
which ended abruptly in the clean, blue glory of the
Mediterranean, so that it seemed as if man should leave
the dirt and darkness of the town and adapt himself to
live rather in the freedom of the sea.

The light was fading. And from the minaret which
sprang like a needle from the white courtyard, the
Muezzin began to send his call for the evening prayer
over the worried city. His voice was calm and true.

"God alone is great," he cried. "I testify there
are no gods but God and Mohammed his prophet.